DISGRACE   ABOUNDING
In Czechoslovakia the peasants sell these things direct to the
buyer — in the market-place, in the street. Why not in Hungary?
Is it forbidden? By whom, and for whom?
Gome to Esztergom, the cradle of Hungary, where the first
Hungarian kings had their palace on that craggy eminence over-
looking the Danube and the bridge which, until recently, took
you into Czechoslovakia, but now the land on the other side is
Hungarian again. Come there, too, on a Saturday afternoon,
see exactly the same thing happen there in the tiny market-place.
Perhaps in a hundred years Eszt&rgom will be a great and rich
and populous and important town. That little market-place will
be growing into a local Piccadilly Circus. Sites there will be the
most valuable in all Esztergom. They are all owned by Jews. All
the shops bear Jewish names, first modest ventures in gilt,
chromium, nickel and neon-lighting are being made. The young
Jews, in their town clothes, stand about, talking. The town lads
run about barefoot, beg watermelon-rinds from the greengrocer,
gnaw them till the light shows through the husk.
Come to Kecskemet* This is a town, quite a big one. Here they
make that excellent apricot brandy which the Prince of Wales dis-
covered for the Hungarians — so the Hungarians say. Here is a
big square. One of the biggest buildings in it is the synagogue.
A deal of money, such a synagogue costs. All round the square
are the glittering Jewish shop signs. The countryside around is
poor, the peasants harassed by want. Out of the synagogue come
the Jews of Kecskemet, important, well-dressed, talking in
gesticulating groups — a people apart.
Go where you will in Hungary, in every town and every larger
village you will find the synagogue among the most prominent
buildings, the banks, the shops, the picture theatres, the filling
stations, owned by the Jews.
Go where you will in Hungary and you will find that the native
craftsman and handworker is almost extinct. Where he still exists
he makes lovely things, but he is almost impossible to find. The
few shops in the village market-place are a replica in miniature of
Budapest—cheap china, shoddy and ready-made, trashy jewellery,
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